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PREPARA,A,TIONS. 


« Lately everything has seemed in a state of topsy-turvydom at ‘ The Sloperies,’ the commotion being frightful, and the consequence is the public begin to look 
upon the place as a sort of City Bedlam. The fact is, we are preparing the ‘ CuRistMas Hottpays, which will this year, as Poor Pa elegantly puts it, lick 
creation and stagger mankind. Papa and Alexandry have been working like nigyers, and Tottie Goodenough says their wild appearance gives one the idea 
that they will soon become inmates of a padded cell ; but, however that may be, don’t forget that December 7th is the day of publication.’—Toortsie. 


TAKING HOME - A DOUBLE MURDER. 


—~— 


ONE stormy night, in March, 1787, the Nuremberg watch- 
men brought to the watch-house a wild looking young 
woman, whose clothes were sonked by the rain, and whose 
face and frame were emaciated by want. They had found 
her wandering at large in the strects,and she had told them 
she had a confession to make, Tt was one of murder, 

She said her name was Maria Eleanor Schoning, and that 
she had murdered her infant child in the presence of a 
charwoman. called Harlin, who had given her shelter, and 
whom she, Harlin being ill, had laboured to support, She 
further added that Harlin had buried the body of the mur- 
dered child ina wood near the town. 

Harlin. confronted with her accuser, cried out, “For 
God's sake, Maria, how have I deserved this of thee? I 
know nothing of this,’ she added to the magistrate, but 
would sav no more, She was warned that if she did not 
confess, the torture would be applied, and her hands were 
at once bound together in preparation for the dreadful 
ordeal, Seeing this, the young girl, in what appeared to be 
a burst of ancnish, clung to her, “Anna, dear Anna!” she 
sobbed, “confess it: it will then be best forall. Your little 
ones will be eared for in the Orphan's Home.” All in a 
moment astringe gleam of light eame into Harlin’s eves, 


1 OWi ¥ 5 rer ‘ands are frill ? 2. Mumbles, who was taking home washing. And 3. * The washing, miss,” smirked Mumbles, “ The wash- Sas r ails ectaiieene ne ns 
Ter a Ee het tel ntiat taunt tat ! feteh her, it did, withont a donbt, for Mary Jane ing!" shrieked Marv Jane, “with that knock! Drat ver and, Alc a bos pce we ‘ roast ae papacta babies 
“That'll feteh ‘em, I guess.” Thns quoth Billy honnded to the door in double qnick time, expect- imperence'" Thiseaying she disanpeared, soon reapnear- that a ne wi vy i vs ae 3 We / ption that 
Piper, in response toa request proffered by — ing, as she said, to find at least a dvok there. ing with a mop, with which she belaboured Mumbles, the body had not been buried in the wood, but thrown into 
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the river. And yet there was not a word of truth in the story, 
There were no purer or more honest women alive than these two 
unhappy creatures, and surely few who had suffered such privation 
and misery. Maria's dreamy notion was that by thus accusing 
herself and her dear friend—she had no other—that they together 
would be able, without having the crime of suicide upon their 
souls, to quit a world that had been so hard on them both. 

Their trial was hurried on, and, as they still adhered to their 
statement, the sentence of decapitation by the sword was passed 
on them, to be carried out the next day but one, On the morning 
of the execution, they were brought face to face. Calmly, and 
with unmoved countenance, Harlin heard the tolling of the death- 
hell, and she walked steadily to the scaffold, Maria, however, with 
an auronizing conscience accusing her of being the murderess of her 
friend, was violently agitated and scarcely able to stand. 

“Dear Maria,” said Harlin, kissing her, ‘one minute now, and 
we are together with Giod.” 

But when ilarlin knelt down before the block, the girl lost all 
self-command, and sereamed aloud, “Stand back ! She is innocent: 
| have borne false witness! Laloneam the murderess !" and on her 
knees she dragged herself from the feet of the headsman to 
those of the priest, weeping and wringing her hands, 

Harlin, appealed to, said, with evident reluctance, “T confessed 
myself guilty, because | wished to die,and thought it best for both 
of us; and now that my hope is on the moment of its accomplish- 
ment, | cannot be supposed to declare myself innoceat for the sake 
of saving my life, but any wretchedoess is to be endured rather 
than that poor creature should be hurried out of the world ina 
state of despair.” 

The howls and execrations of the crowd stopped for awhile the 
execution, and a message was sent to the magistrates, who were at 
the time assembled in court; but, after a long half-hour's wait, 
which time had been spent in discussing the improbability of the 
new story, instead of re-examining the prisoners, the messenger 
returned with orders to proceed, Harlin at once laid her head on 
the block, and it was severed from her body amidst a piercing 
shriek from the crowd, The executioner fainted after the blow, 
and the under-hangman was ordered to take his post. But his 
services were not required. Maria Schoning, when they would 
have raised and placed her in position, was found to be already 
deed, and her body as cold as though death had stricken her hours 

‘ore, 
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“Good old legal business!” murmured the Cerulean Eyed 
Chrysalis. 
“And all manufactured in Germany,” responded the Blot o° 


Blood. 
(Next week,“ Blown to Bits.” ) 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
shonld inclosea stam ped cnrelope tang enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Vo not inclose loose stamps. 


As the poet hath it, JIMMY, Anything to carna brown, Thanks 
for invitation, KATIE, Some day SLOPER will run down, Whata 
string of questions, HAZARD, No's the answer to them all, Thanks 
for letter, C,H. SHERLOCK, Same for cutting, ARTHUR BALL. Jt 
‘was William Shifter Sloner, PENX. who put the French to flight. 
Strange haw © Slaper's History” brings these funny little things 
to light. Thank you, TURNER, for the model, Its a really clerer 
fake,” Tlow you made it goodness knows, but Certainly tt takes 
the cake, From your letter we opine, PRED, You're a somewhat 
forward youth, If you wish tv shame the devil, CHARLIE 
WEBSTER, speak the truth. No, it docs not matter, RUSSIAN, we 
can stand a lot of chaft. Thank you, NICK, it's hind to say that 
We'ee a cery elerer staf, Don't be stupid, J. C. ARCHER, Hmo 
onvarth arewe to tell 2 Thank you, VETERINARY, thank you, But 
the dogs are very well, ‘ 
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Forwarded to any Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
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3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
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£150 


will he paid to the next-nf-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl | 


(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with hisor her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
SLOPER'’S TIALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deevased at the 
time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF -ITOLIDAY” is 
published ep egtiat the United Kingdom erery Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 oclock, and the Insurance laste one week from that 
time, exmiring at 8 v'clock the following Thuraday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


SWEET, shy seventeen | _ Sweet vounz. vewng, voung lover, he 
pressed her to his breast!) She heard that tond heart beat,and then 
said she, “William! dear William! sureiv von havent swallowed 
an eight-day town hall clock—and you should take more care of 


your digestion.” [Welecm's hurt now, 
+ 


“Tommy, dear,” said the proud, fond mother to her four year 
old darling, who was playfally ranning his fingers through the 
auburn tresses of a visitor. “vou mustit do that to) Miss Wilson, 
it’s rude.” “Pts really very extraordinary how fond most children 
are of playing with fire,” put in Miss Wi son's rival, who was aleo 
present ; and then the atmosphere snddenty became so eool that 
the Persian feline crawled under the grate for warmth, and the 
thermometer in the hall outside went down to zero, : 


as 
* 


THR strangest idea in the world to me, 
That is taxing my noddle at present, 
Ts how cana poultryman make it to be 
Thata chicken ts dressed when it isn't? 
mae 


“Wiry, mamma, don't you love pa very dearly? He isn't often 
away. but vou must miss him sometimes.” Good, dear, innocent 
child! The last time ma did miss dear pr was when he came 
curving up the stairs one afternoon—* stand threepenn’orth, and 
TH stand the next erawl.” She missed him with her busband 
beater, as he fell back wards duwn the whole tlight before she could 
get at him. e¢ . 

* 


“Tl HEAR you are going to marry that elderly Mr. Rickley 
Kitty.” remarked Miss Shadyside, “{ do wonder at vonr earine 
for him; T couldn't marry o man very much older than myself.” 
“Well, it would be rather diflicult tu tind one, certainly,” responded 
Kitty, with a meaning look. "4 

[And once again ihe sacred rows af friendship weve diercaae te? 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 305.—The “ Newnham Graduate” Costume. 


COOKIE’S LAMENT. 
shouldn't I go to a 


Mr. Stonybroke. Flere's that blessed 
“ mascarade” as well as the missis ? 


fire out. Hang it! I'll go out, too. 


DESERVES ANOTHER.” 
“You decline to lend mea sovereign?” © Most emphatically Ido!” “Then 
understand, sir, my sister never can 


“ONE GOOD TURN 


“What is she waiting for? Why, her 
young man, to be sure, whom she hins seeit 
kissing another girl a quarter of an hour 


Our amateur conjurer has at- 
tempted to make an omelette ina 
Resnit as above. 


(Saturday, November 21, 1591. 


“CAN you oblige me witha light, sir?” inquired a polite passenger 
of an old and surly one in a railway carriage on the South Eastern 
the other dav. “Yes, | can; but I won't,” was the unmannerly 
response. “ You should buy your own matches—there are too many 
people who go about begging lights from others——" “Oh, don't 
excite yourself, sir!” interrupted the other, “ I'm well supplied with 
lighte, only they happen to be fusees, and I thought possibly you 
might object to them.” And, before the surly one could isterfere 
the —, had filled the compartment with a sulphurous odour 
which doubled the old gentleman up with a fit of coughing, from 
which he hadn't recovered when the train pulled up at Cannon 
Street. oe 

* 


“TIT WANTED to go to sea when T was a bov,” remarked Mr. 
Grampus, “but my father wouldn't Jet me.” “You'd never have 
done to have slept in one of them little hammocks, G.,” said his 
wife. “Why not?” inquired Grampus, “ Becos you're such a 
heavy sleeper, my dear, you'd have broke ‘em down,’ 

* 


s 
THE bard's remark that beauty 
Draws us with a single hair— 

Needs a supplement instead of a correction, 
It’s the hair upon his shoulder, 
Which is other than his wife's, 

Which very often leads to man’s detection. 


* 
_ SLOPER always will account for things by natural causes. He 
firmly believes that all cows originally had horns given them to 
toss the chuckle headed bloke who wanted to drink their milk 
without mixing a drop of rum in it. Go up one, old man! 
s 


s 
Murphy. Pathrick O'Flanagan, ye lyin’ thafe, how dare ye go 
about sayin’ as me father was hung? 
Pathrick. Sure now, and it's yersilf that tould me that same. 
Didn't ve say, only the other day, that yer father perished on the 


' seatfol 


Murphy. Thrue for you, Pathrick, an’ so he did; he was a 
bricklayer, and fell off it one day afcher a dhrop too much of the 
craythur, se 

1” 


“Is it trne that old Charlie signed the pledge?” interrogated 
Jones, “Yes,” said Smith, “I've seen the book.” “Why doesn't 
he keep it then?” asked Jones. “ Why, he says he was tight when 
he signed, and he’s not responsible for his actions when he’s in 
liquor.” *¢@ 

* 


A. SLOPER’S New Universal Dictionary contains the following 
detinition of mother-in-law :—“ A mild tempered, much abused 
female, epecially created by a merciful Providence for the sole 


| benefit of the comic paragraphist.” 
1} sft 


Johnson, Hallo, old man, you're acquainted with young Nickin- 
fon, erent you? Doyou happen to know what he’s been doing 
ately 

Thompson, Yes ; his employer. 

Johnson. Indeed, you surprise me! What's he doing now? 

Thompson. Six months. es 

* 


“On, eo that is Mrs. Quill, is it—er—er—the famous editress—er 
—er? Oh, no, thanks,” said De Masher, “er—er—I wouldn't be 
introduced to her for the world! I’m always so awf'ly afraid of 
those clever pooped you know.” “ Howstrange ! ” said Miss 
Sharply, “Why is that, Mr. De Masher? It isn't catching!” 

* 
His face is haggard, thin and wan ; 
His eyes are bright and sunken ; 
A look of terror gleams upon 
His features hot and shrunken, 


A till Mend pe wets his brow ; 
dis frame scarce holds together. 
Disturb him not! He's writing now 
A joke about the weather ! 


* 

“ ALLY eaid I shone above every girl at the party last night,” 
said Lardi Longsox. “I noticed it,” replied Tottie Goodenough ; 
“but 1 think it’s awfully rude of him to mention it.” “ What do 
you mean, dear?” asked Lardi, ‘‘ Why, it wasn't your fault, dear, 
if the room was so hot and you'd forgotten your powder box.” 

= 


* 
Overheard in the railway carriage. 
First Passenger (oom tawing)- Yes; and I can assure you, when 
I first heard of it, it quite took my breath away. 
Second Passenger (facing him, sniffing). Humph! A jolly good 
job, too, I should think, if your breath smelt as strong of onions 
as it does now. s 


A HARASSED wife wishes to know whether the expression, “1 
won't wear the darned things,” as applied by her husband toa 
ir of frequently mended socks, is one which ought to be tolerated 
na Christian household whose mistress has always religiously set 
her face against swearing and profane language? 
* 2 


s 
“WAITER,” said a customer, “does Mr. Walker ever come in 
here?" “You mean a gent with mutton chop whiskers, sir?” 
asked the waiter. “No; Mr. Walker has very small whiskers.” 
“Beg pardon, sir,” said the waiter, “I should ha’ said mutton cutlet 
whiskers. Yes, sir, he’s just gone out.” 
2s 


oe 
Gubson. 1 hear you proposed for the hand of the wealthy Miss 
Widelands, the other night, and that she accepted you; ‘pon my 
life, old chappie, you must have plenty of cheek. 
De Jones, You think so. do you! Well, we shall bea good match, 
for she’s got plenty of brass, you know, 
st 


* 

THE other day Mrs. Penhecker’s younger sister was married, and 
a day or two after the wedding the husband said, “Now, darling, | 
don't believe in bearing malice, and if ever | have any necessity to 
say anything unkind or to make use of any hard words to you, I 
will always take them back again as soon as L have cooled down.” 
“You needn't take that trouble, my dear,” replied his wife, smiling 
aweetly, “for, if you ever use any hard words to me, Tl always 
give them back tu you at once.” ‘ 


* 

A noy, named Harry Denny, 

Got a lovely brand new penny 
To help keep heathens from eternal smoke. 

Did he put it in the boxlet? 

No: the naughty little fox let F 
Kept the “brown” and bought a cake of “hokey-poke.” 

ef 


* 
“WELL, Mrs. Mollony,” said the doctor, “and what's the matter 
with your little girl?" “Shure, sir, an’ she's very poorly! Ter 
appetite sames gone entoirely. If there's anything on the table, 
she'll maybe peck a bit; but if there’s vothing, she won't ate it at 
all, at all!” — 
* 


It was at the smoking concert, and little Meekman, under the 
influence of numerous brandies and sodas, plucked up his courage 
sufticiently to favour the audience with an exhibition of his vocal 
abilities, and forthwith proceeded to inform them that “ He Feared 
no Foe.” But at that moment one of the waiters looked in and 
remarked that a lady named Meekman had sent him to sy that if 
the gentleman who was making night hideous with his bellowing 
didn't come home immediately, she'd come in and fetch him out 
by the car. Meekman may have feared no foe, bat the alverity 
with which he departed spoke volumes as to the fear in which ho 
atond of his very much better ball, 
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Saturday, November 21, 1891.) 


TOOTSIE ON THE WAR TRAIL. 


_. 


For some time, the Dog's Home anneve (I allude to Poor Pa's 
residence) has been a scene of wild commotion, Alexandry, other- 
wise Wanki Poo-loo, the Blood- 
less Beetle of the Trackless 
Prairie, and Skilliam the Scalp 
Snatcher, assisted by Chinger- 
ep Pcinypicle tl otherwise — the 
young gentleman from the coal 
aud potato warehouse round the 
corner, have cut 
down the apple-tree 
in our back garden 
and have built a 
wigwam, The Ghost 
Dance is practised 
nightly, and — the 


“The Indian women 
form the labouring 
class, A woman is her 
husband's slave. She 
plants the maize, 
tobacco and beans, 
She drives the black- 
bird from the corn, 
prepares the store of 
wild fruits for the 
winter, tears up the 
weeds, gathers the 
harvest, pounds the 
; grain, dries the 
buffalo meat, brings home the game, carries wood, draws water, 
spreads the repast, waits at table (when there is one), aids in canoe 


Charles Lauri and Signorina Ferrero. 


building and carries the poles of the wigwam from place to place.” 


Eveliny, however, refuses to undertake these duties, and has 
expressed her determination to become a Dancing Girl. 

On and since the Sth instant, our back premises have been 
nightly enlivened by Mr. J. Pain's fireworks. have every 
admiration for Mr. Pain’s pyrotechnics, his jewelled fountains and 
fountains of golden spray; his congreve mortars, bouquets of 
gerbs, producing blossoms of golden fire; his furilona wheel, 
pyramid of Romans and tourbillions, and there is one of his 
many ingenious devices, called “The Devil among the Tailors,” 
that fills me with unbounded awe. Buta whole week of fireworks 
wets a bit trying, without mentioning the war whoops of Wanki 
ba ie Skilliam and the Redskin from the coal and potato 
warehouse, 

And what think you has 
brought about this Indian 
rising in our back garden? 
An injudiciously bestowed 
piss fortwo to the Alhambra, 
where is now being per- 
formed with enormous suc- 
cess, Charles Lauri’s Indian 
pintomimic, ballet divertise- 
ment, Zhe Stour, The scene is 
laid in the Wild West, where 
dwellasettler and his son and 
Canghter and their nigger 
slave. To them enters the 
settler’s eldest son, who 
brings with him,as a present 
for his family, Charles Lauri, 
the man monkey. A good 
old present is that light 
hearted ape, — particularly 
when he gets hold of the 
pepper-box and — imparts 
warinth to the family fare. 
But for elegant accomplish- 
ments, there can surely be 
no other monkey going 
worthy to hold the candle to 
him. He can drag a go-cart 
or play at ball. He can 
outdo the loosest legged 
mariner at the sailor's horn- 
pine, and he can fling bricks Tom Leamore. 
wtter even than our neigh- 
bours, and he can masquerade as a soldier in a splittingly funny 
style, and finally walk a perpendicular rope in the most esxtra- 
ondary fashion, No wonder there are thunders of applause every 
hight, 

But what I admire most is Charles Lauri's death scene at the end, 
when, after rescuing the settier's daughter from the savages, he is 
himself shot. Lauri has lost nothing by visiting foreign parts, and 
his pantomime in the final act of the monkey's existence is as 
clever as anything ever done—indeed, a marvellous performance 
you should not neglect to go and see, 

There is a strong bill just now at the Alhambra. The Lantern 
Galop in Oriclla is a dazzling dream, and both Lauri and Signo- 
rina Ferrero do some very effective business together. Harriett 
Vernon as Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt and Queen of Love, gives an 
imposing and impressive performance, ‘Tom Leamore, who is a 
little in Dan Leno's style, is amusing. Marie Lloyd is delightful 
as ‘Arriet, and replies to good purpose tu her coster lover. The 
Alfonzo Azzaglio Acro- 
bats (good name that) 
are all there. The 
Hylton St. Just Trio 
give a good turn, and 
Sam Redfern fetches 
them, of course. There 
are also D. J. Macarthy 
and Nellie Navette, both 
of whom score well ; and 
R. Pitrot and Fyvie are 
good. A capital selection 
of artistes has been got 
together, and the night | 
went to the Alhambra 
the house looked bright, 
felt nice and warm and 
was crowded with rank 
and fashion, _ bravely 
apparelled, perfumed and 
cigared, 

The number of times 
that 1 have insiste 
that the halis put on 
more popular shows than 
the theatres is at last 
making itself felt—like 
the dripping of water 
onastone, Middle class 
frumps at first horritied 
by the anouncement that 
their boys have been to 
n music hall, are at last 
tempted to see for them- 
selves what ia that so attracts, and then come away delighted, 
The halls are comfortable and well conducted, and whatever 
cicisbeism there may be on the part of the gilded youth, little of it 
13: sccn. 


The Alfunzos. 


neighbours throw 
bricks, 

According to a 
writer on North | 
American Indians, | 


| went the Price of Meat 
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“HOW'S THIS?" 
A WOMAN'S bureau drawer will hold half a ton of clothes, 
A parasol, some band-boxes, and goodness only knows 
How many scores of other things within it she may store, 
And yet there's always lots of room for twice as many more! 
Lat given man that self-same drawer, and just one pair of socks, 
an undershirt, some dirty culls, an empty collar-box, 
And when he's put them in, its capacity he'll slut, 
And fill it up su bally full he'll never get it shut! 
——— 
THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XXI. 

Epwakp VI. 1517 to 1533, 

Epwarp VI. was only ten years old when he came to the throne. 
He was a very good little hoy, He always had his hands clean, his 
nails were never in mourning, and when he was in the very lowest 
form at school, he never kept a tossing halfpenny to get the better 


| of the other boys. The worst of it was, he was so very young that 


he had to have a guardian. 

Guardians are not,as a rule, much good, Poor Law Guardians 
are a healthy set of people, who sit on the paupers, and have acom- 
fortable dinner or so every week—all out of the rates, These men 
have a good deal of sense, only the ratepayers don't always think so, 

The Earl of Hertford, afterwards made Duke of Somerset, was 
Edward's guardian, He took the King in his arms and blessed 
him. ‘There are several * Somerset Arms” inthe present day, You 
can get a drink at them. 

People got jealous of Somerset because he wanted to do much, 
Great discontent was given to Henry Sloper, who hated Somerset, 
and said, “ Why didn't they leave the little Johnnie to me? I 
have brought him up all right. He'd have known his ‘odd man 
out,’ and sold the pony before he was a year older, Why, the lad 
doesn't even know how to call fora drink; and he’s never as 
much as winked at a maid-of-honour. It's positively disgusting ! 
It ought to be put a stop to.” 

To keep Henry Sloper quiet, the Protector Somerset sent Henry 
Sloper to fight against the Scotch. Henry Sloper, like a great 
many of his celebrated family, had often had a fight with the 
Scotch. He got beaten sometimes by the Scotch. The Scotch 
upsct him so, that he had to be carried away on a stretcher and do 
a journey the next morning in the “ Black Maria.” The Scotch 
came in fours at a time—never less than threes, Sloper couldn't 
stand it. He hadn't the oof; but he came pretty well on a good 
many times. 

This is history! 

Somerset defeated the Scotch at the Battle of Pinkie. In the 


| reign of Edward VI. there were a good many risings. Times were 


hard, and the price of bread rose. Owing to these risings, it was 
during this reign that the famous song was first composed of—“ Up 

One Ket, a tanner, helped to make things rusty in Norfolk. He 
was afterwards caught and hanged at Norwich Castle, This helped 
to make the country a little poorer, because, of course, then, there 
was at least, one tanner the less. And even sixpence in those hard 


| times went for something—say two three pennorths. 


However, Somerset couldn't face all the business, People had 


too much of him, He was brought tothe scatfold and madea head- 


less trunk, If he had been made a Gladstone bag, his enemies 
would have sold it for what they could get. : $ 
Edward VI. died in 1553. It’s a pity Heury Sloper didn't. 


DON’T MENTION IT. 

SHE's a proud and haughty damsel, and her age is twenty-nine ; 

But she doesn't like it mentioned. 
Her father made his ooftish in the soap and tallow line ; 

But she doesn't like it mentioned. 
That she’s brimming o'er with “culchah,” she wishes it believed, 
Bat she got her schooling at a place, uniess Pm much deceived, 
Where “ladies of neglected education ” are received ; 

But she doesn’t like it mentioned. 


She’s anything but beautiful, it really must be snid, 
Though she doesn’t like ic mentioned. 

She calls her ringlets anburn, although they te dirty red; 
But she doesn't like it mentioned, 

Iler waist is most expansive, but she lessens it by dint 

Of lacing tight, which serves to give her nose a rosy tint, 

Her eyes—well, there, poor girl! she really cannot help her squint ; 
But she doesn't like it mentioned. 


She pretends she's fond of music. though she cannot play a note ; 
But she doesn’t like it mentioned, 
To hear her sing you'd think she'd some affection of the throat ; 
But she wouldn't like it mentioned, 
One evening, alter dinner, thouzh, she said she felt inspired, 
And sang us all the songs she knew, but found when she retired 
That her pug and the canary and the goldfish had expired ; 
But she never likes it mentioned. 


She really struggled hard to make an advantageous match ; 

Sut she doesn’t like it mentioned, 
And tried all sorts of dodges to secure a tilled “cateh ” ; 

Though she doesn’t like it mentioned, 
But her noble friends behaved in quite a mean and shabby way— 
Borrowed money from her father which they never meant to pay, 
Whilst not a single one requested her to“ name the day” ; 

But she doesn't like it mentioned, 


Alas, poor girl! she soon became a victim to despair ; 
But she doesn’t like it mentioned, 

And vowed to marry anyone—short, bandy, dark or fair; 
But she doesn't like it mentioned. 

So an opulent young publican down Canonbury way 

Will lead her to the altar in a fortnight from to-day, 

But this is quite in contidence, because I've heard them say 
‘That she doesn't like it mentioned, 

ae 


PITY THE SCHOOL BOARD TEACHER ! 

THERE is one particular soft spot in A. SLOPER’S heart reserved 
for the use of Board School teachers, and, lest the captious and 
cavilling should dispute the right of these patient monitors to the 
same, the hoary fossil puts in a case as a plea. The fair teacher ot 
a bright but shoeless class of urchins in one of the very reat 
schools was telling the little boys about temptation, and showing 
how it sometimes came to the weak and unwary in its most attrac- 
tive guise—soft and plausible. 

© For instance,” said she, “ you have all seen the paw of acat— 
soft as a piece of velvet, isn't it?” 

“Yes'm,” from the class, with extra emphasis from the boy who 
had just shoed the tabby at Aés home with the shell of a willing 
walnut. 

“ And you have seen the paw of a dog?” 

“Yes'm.” 

“ Well, although the cat's paw seems like velvet, there is, never- 
theless concealed in it something that hurts, What is it?” , 

No answer. One or two of the young gentlemen, however, eyeing 
each other as though half suspecting the “ something that hurts 
to be concealed in somebody's trouser pocket. 

© The dog bites," continued the patient girl, “ when he is in anger. 
What does the eat do!" 

“ Swears !" hazardeda bright youth, 

“No, no.” 

“ Scratches?” 

“Correct.” assented the teacher, nodding her head approvingly. 
“Now, what has the eat got that the dog hasn't?” 

“Whiskers !" shouted an intelligent scholar, who had followed 
the argument attentively, And the patient schoolmistress gave up 
the lesson, 
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THE GENTLEMAN RANKER. 


—.— 


THOUGH only a private in the line, that he was a gentleman was 
evident from his perfect manner of speech, his easy ways aud his 
soft white 
hands; so he Mb 
was severely 
let alone in 
the — barrack 
square and 
the canteen 
by his com- 
rades, and on 
parnde the 
officers were 
a bit stricter 
with him 
than the rest 
vf the rank 
and file, all 
of which he 
took very 
quietly—se 
quietly that, 
one night, 
just before 
“lights out” 
sounded, Pri- 
vate Jubson, = 
expressed his 
personal opi- 
hion that the 
gentleman 
ranker was 2a 
“blimy paper 
mashy  toff.” 
In answer to which the gentleman ranker flung his “blucher” full 
at Private Jubson's hee 

A ring was made, and the men stripped to the waist and faced 
each other for a quarter of an hour—a bad one for Private Jubson, 
for, when the officer on duty came his round, he found that worthy 
a candidate for hospital, owing to a fractured rib, not to mention 
superticial contusions without number, 

“How's this?” inquired the officer, And Jubson, who was a 
stAnuch if at times an offensive man, replied, “Slipped against the 

ed-rail, 

These little things are understood in the army, so the officer said 
nothing. Looking round, he saw the gentleman ranker's flushed 
and slightly swollen face, and, calling him to the end of the dormi- 
tory, he gazed intently in the steadfast eyes, and then muttered— 

“Weren't you at Eton with me?” 

“Yes ; but, for God's sake! not a word of that.” 

“L remember you well, Your governor married a second 
time. You 
had a 
devil of a 
row,” 

After that 
night the 
gentleman 
rauker had 
a better 
time of it. 

~ Jubson, 
‘- strange to 
2™~ say, became 
his firmest 
friend. 

Later 
they found 
he could 
sing a good 
song, tell a 
». good story, 
jump, ran, 
~ wrestle, 
box, = and 
shoot as 
good, and 
—_ perhaps 


Ce better than 


“T remember you well.” 


s my any other 
“Now's your chance, Jack!" man in the 
regiment. 
Before the regiment embarked for Egypt, he had his chevrons, 


* * * * * * 

It was a pretty bit of fighting, and the Spatterdashes were in 
their glory, taking their full share like gluttons, 

The general in command, froma distant slope, marked one of the 
enemy's batteries that, froma sand hill to the right, was playing 
on our front with too much effect to please him, 

“The Spatterdashes must silence those guns,” he said, turning to 
his “galloper.”| “The man who strikes the flag above the ridge 
there shall have his V.C.” 

© Volunteers to take the Fattery, two paces to the front, Quick 
march ! shouted the captain of No. 1 Company, and all No. 1 
Company took two paces to the front. 

Opening out, they advanced in skirmishing order, “dropping and 
popping,’ and getting nearer and nearer then, drawing lis sword, 
their captain cried, “ Now, lads, charge!” and, with a cheer, on 
they rushed, 

The captain did not rush far, His bullet had found its billet. 
Falling back into the arms of the gentleman ranker, he said, 
“ Now's your chance, Jack,” gave him his sword, aud died. 

Through his 
field-glass, the 
general = saw 
the company 
of Spatter- 
dashes, led by 
their sergeant, 
rush up the 
slope, heard 
the Inst belch 
of those two 
big guns, then 
a wild cheer, 
and, when the 
smoke had 
cleared, saw 
the — crescent 
flag flutterand 
fall. 

At sundown 
he said, 
* Bring me the 
man who took 
that ftlag;” 
and a come 
pany of Spat- 
terdashes,who 
were march- 
ing by, 
brought him 
on a litter— 
the gentleman 
ranker—dead! me 

All saluted that litter. With reverent hand the general lifted 
the lag that covered the face: then, bury ing his white head on the 
hlood clotted breast, he murmured, between the sobs that shook 
him, “My son! my sont” 


“My sun! my sont” 
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“Tam miseral le, dear, Charles 
SPECIAL SCOTCH. lins jilted me, because IT have the 
THE LATEST. “You'd better vo hume; you'll get locked up ss a rogue and lnisfortnne to have a mother, 
‘ . eee uae x Vagabond.” “ Why 7” He says marriageable yirls ought 
SPORT—WHICH WILL BE OVER FIRST? “ Birds and ineects are always hovering around the flowers and © Becanse you are wandering about without any visible means of to be motherless,”"— Artract J rom a 
No of fence meant ; but how is this for high ? fruits on wy hat, dear, so this is my idea to keep them off.” support.” Letter of Young Lady. — = 
O4* Miss Sluper will be delighted to receive photouwraphs from those DISTI NGU ISH ED PEOPLE l NTE RVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SAN DOW. F 
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(1). The worst had come — the water had been cut off at last! Yes, and the broker's} direction of the imprisoned broker’s men.— (2). A. SLOPER found Sandow practis- 
men were lifting the grand piano into their van for the arrears, This feat accom- | ing. The Modern Hercules threw the dumbell he was handling lightly aside, — 
plished, they returned to A, SLOPER'S dismantled parlour, and like the gentlemen (3), And grasped the Eminent’s hand, who was too well bred to say how much it 
did it Our’ Flat, asked for refresiment. Fools!" cried the Wreek, “how can ye | hurt, though honest tears stood in his expressive eyes. He then explained that he 
ask fur that, knowing full well your bloate! company have cut off the supply?" | wanted to be trained into a strong man. “ You will begin with this five hundred 
* © Ob, gaimmon!" grinned the broker's men, “you're a bally blue ribboner, you ure, pounds,” said Sandow, pointing to the weight he had just been using, “ You oan 
Ju. 209. MIs. PANG ain't yer’ wedon't think, Come, guv'nor, let’ have it, if it's oney the price of arf | take it home to practise with, I will do it upin paper.” “Oh, don't trouble to do 
No, 209. Miss CONSTANCE MOXON, a pint.” “Oh, would,” cried the unhappy F.U.M., “that T were as strong as Sandow that,” suid A. SLOPER; © 1 will send a Pickford for it."——(4). He is now working Lie 
“T know of none so fair.” —The Dook Snook. that J might with impunity shaw my authority in my own house! Wretches, leave | hard, and can raise and carry about Jubilee’s rockiug-horse is fine style, but his great as ‘de 
© Yes, Constance is the Empress of my heart.” Lond Bob me! /You won't? Then stay where you are!" and he strode from the reom and ambition is to have a band play on his chest. (5), And hus tried the experiment ste 
VOIGT Ce 28S COR y ly * turned the key. “ Who knows how soon this nay happen again?" mused A, SLOP en. with the ironing board, a few tlatirons and the aforesaid child with a tin whistle, Visi 
“ Her loveliness and grace have quite bewitched me.” “Tig well to be prepared, Twill at once to Sandow, he shall make # strons man of | A. SLOVER duubts not he will, in course of time, succeed in becoming as strong a3 
—The Hon, Billy. me, and then ruiyers of other men's houses, beware!" and he souk his’ tist inthe | even Saudow himself. Perseverance and practise is all that is required. i eae 


JAMESJAMINESS AGAIN. 


Pe st ree %e, ’ 5 . ’ BY 
(1), “ Frozen mushrooms!" yelled the Eller, “ Atve got em aguin; it must Lue { (2). “Gang awa’, ye Lairy limpet.” (3). “Al learn ve tae tak’ bine divvills sae far frae New Year's Day,” roared os 
becu the bazyis ou Hallowe'en nicht, MeVarriteh, us be administered the Jimjaminenci cure. aud) 
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A+ Soaking -Skow- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Hit hi! hit Onceagain! Onceagain! Once again! A complete change of programme ; the | A dismal fuilure was this year :—What means this mystery, ch 2—what, Can Thy Mo be reall 
theatre entirely redecorated and improved, the refreshment bar-enlarged, a fire proof curtain and | Scott 2:—Noldiers ag postmen here we see, A state of things that soon will be s—" Farewell,and than 
extra exits in case of fire, the electric light laid on and all gas abolished, This way, please, doors | you,” Balfour said, © My blessings be upon your head ":—An ailing horse with gruel, they say, Was 
open at once :—Oofless, foodless, what a sight, Fur Russia, ‘tis a dreadful plight :-—Our William | cured from cold the other day :—What's this; eh !—complete success? Call: for the manager? Well, L 

ave to France to dine, And talks of Egypt v'er the wine :—The Lord Mayor's Show, 1 greatly fear, | Wave to thank you for the attention you have accorded. —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


GUTTER ETIQUETTE. 


\ 
-$\ 

Livery Stable Keener, Wang it! you don’t suppose this little pony 
can drag you four fellows thirty miles ? 

Visitors (in chorus), Why not? we've ali got sticks. 


Yom 
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~~ 


Y K. 
MUSTER GLORGS’ NEW eter j o First Chappie. 1 hear you were married, Alyy, last week, Who 
Rlobbs, Aren't you lute this morning ? Crossing Sweeper (who has accidentally flicked some rind on to flower girl's dress), Beg your was the girl? Second Chappie. TL have really quite forgot) her 
Female Clerk. Yes, sit, rather ; the fact is, I was out of powder, Pardon, niademviselie, name, dear boy. [think it was ~ law !— Nellie something or another, 
Flower Girl. Dou't mention it, sir. Such @ bad memory, dun Loherkuow, { 


Bru) had to send out for some. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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REMEMBER DECEMBER 7tu. 

THAT we are not given tu exaggeration or blowing our own 
trumpet without cause, those who are in the habit of perusing 
these pages will readily admit; so when we 
assert that we intend our Christmas Number, 
which will be published on Monday, De- 
cember 7th, to be the most 
stupendous — twopeunyworth 
ever inflicted on a generous 

public, some 
Bs idea may be 
conceived of 
the gigan- 
tic task un- 
dertaken: 
but, never 
flinching 
undertheir 
\ arduous task, 
a willing stacr 
have worked 
withan energy 
almost super- 
human, with 
* the result that 
the whole 
community 
will, we feel 
sure, acknow- 
ledge that this 
year’s “ALLY 
SLOPER'S 
CHRISTMAS 
HoLipays” 
confiscates every cake, biscuit, gingerbread and bun in the civilized 
world. [tis no use your purchasing one copy only, Order dozens 
at a time—hundreds, if necessary. The opportunities for distributing 
them are without number, for as a Christmas-box it is Al; as a 
birthday gift it cannot be beaten, and asa wedding present it 1s 
uuequalled, ae 
* 


Messrs. RAPHAEL Tuck & SoNS are azain well to the fore 
with their Christmas Cards, and to them this year, as in previous 
years, must we allot the place of honour. Some of the designs ure 
not only pretty, but, what is of vastly greater importance in these 
days of competition, are thoroughly original, and this fact alone 
should stamp this firm's goods as Al in quality. As regards 
Xunas Booklets, the goods supplied by the Art Litho Co., Bunhill 
Row, are hard to beat, as must of their work is really first class, 


a 

A. SLOPER does not wish for one moment to dictate to his readers 
how they should spend their money, at the same time he feels he 
should be forfeitiug his right to 
the title of Public Benefactor if 
he did not express it as his 
opinion that the man, woman, 
boy, girl—especially girl—or 
sinall child, who fails to invest 
inacopy of the “Judy Annual 
for 1892" must be either entirely 
bereft of reason or utterly des- 
titute of cash. This stupendous 
shillingsworth is entitled “Girls 
up to Data,” being thirty-five 
confidential letters to Maud 
froman equal number of her girl 
friends. The work is charm- 
ingly illustrated with really 
snappy sketches by J. Ber- 
nard Partridge and William 
Parkinson, and the Eminent 
confidently recommends it to 
girls, and lovers of girls, It 
can obtained at any news- 
agent's, railway bookstall, or 

ost free, ls. 3d., from 99 Shoe 4m 

ne. Now then, don't all * 


speak at once. 
s* 


s 

THE Mildewed Gamester has 
thes dey conferred his “ Award 
of Merit” upon Mr. Hin 
WELLS, because he made them 
sit u at) Monte Carlo. 
“ Feyther,” bleated the Blue-Eyed Croupier, “ what a very graceful 
acknowledgment it would be if Wells was to Jet you into the 
secret of how he works it.”. And the Eminent smiled approv- 
ingly upon his son and heir, and then strolled thoughtfully 
out to toss McGooseley for drinks, 

* 


s 
THE Dissipated Reveller and a lot of his ruffianly underlings 
upset the peace of Her Majesty's subjects generally, when, on the 
evening of November 6th, they paid a visit to the Britannia 
Theatre, Hoxton, in order to see Perey Lindon’s company ina stir- 
ring melodrama, entitled, A’ying from Justice. The title of the 
appealed particularly to the Frequently Fuddled Ruin—he 
ims-lf has often own from justice, as represented by a gentleman 
in blue, but has been invariably overtaken by it and tined tive 
shillings, or seven days, the next morning. The reception accorded 
the Eminent was most gratifying—they’re really very fond of ALLy 
down Hoxton way. ee 
* 


WE must confess to a certain feeling of disappointment upon 
witnessing a representation of Zhe Times at Terry's Theatre 
recently. The 
acting is good, 
the mounting 
is all that 
can be de- 
sired, and the 
dialogue _is 
brilliant, ‘tis 
true, but these 
things only 
assist to lay 
bear the utter 
weakness and 
improbability 
of the plot. 
The fact is, 
Pinero, in en- 
deavouring to 
be witheringly 
sarcastic, has 
considerably 
overreached 
himself, and 
the result isa 
number of ab- 
surdly ex: 
aggerated 
characters are 
allowed to 
disport themselves on the stage, saying and doing things utterly 
at variance with the usual routine of everyday life. That the 
capital company engaged do all in their power, goes without sav- 
ing; but, however good the interpretation of a piece may be, it is 
utterly thrown away, should the play lack those elements which 
are necessary to success. 


| not, of course, turget to give love- \{ ’ Ly 
liness @ prominent position in his vie f. 
| arrangements. Aprepos of Drury | ot Def 
Lane, what are those wild whispers Mt 
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Look out fur Drury Lane pantomime this year. Rumour has it 
that Harris intends surpassing all previous efforts, so something 
rare may be expected. Gussie will 


A h 1 
tloating around, to the effect that |; y 
as faras pantomime is concerned the I 
theatre will know Harry Nichollsno 4°)", 
more? Surely there can be no pos- 4 |)! 
sible foundation for such rumour. | 
Why, Drury Lane without Nicholls sas 
at Christmas time would be almost tp: 
as bad as England without its 4 ‘jd) 
Sloper's Christmas Number, tf, 


* 

THE fine of forty shillings and é 
costs intlicted upon Thomas G, i yi 
Davies, at the Highgate Police . . 
Court last week, was all too small ,\ + 
for his offence. The ruffian keeps — ¢'\ 

a school at Finchley, and because \ 
one of his scholars did not com- — {‘\ 
plete a Latin exercise properly, he || ¢ 
thrashed the unfortunate lad until . 
he was black and blue and_ his . 
thighs like lumps of brawn. This‘ : 
is one of those cases where the 
law is unable to adequately recom- : ne 
pense the wrongs of the victim and '@\ / 
unish the offender, If the injured ee Ne 
ad's father had procured a good 
strong dog whip and laid it about 
the Shon tec and legs, or even the head. of the cowardly master 
it would have been infinitely more satisfactory. 
7 


s 
Our old friend Johnny Toole had what was for him a rather 
unique experience, a few days ago, at Coatbridge. Appearing on 
the stage as Paul Pry, he was received with hisses and groans, and, 
in spite of a protest on his part, they were continued at intervals 


\ 7 


throughout the evening. Itis not astonishing to hear that poor | 


Tvole was much cut up at such treatment; but it is sati<factory 


| to learn, however, that it was not Johnny's acting that was resented, 


but a slight increase in the prices of admission. 
sf 
* 


AT Liverpvol Street Station last week a woman was seen to 


| drink something froma bottle. On being asked what it contained, 


she replied, “Laudanum, I have 
called, an emetic administered, and the would-be suicide recovered. 
At several different places, several different times last week, an 
elderly gentleman, in a white hat with a black band, was also seen to 
drink something froma bottle; but, strange to say, it never occurred 
to anyone to ask him what it was, They knew too jolly well. 
7 
s 

THAT the Speaker is a firm believer in the noble art of self 
defence is evident from the eulogistic terms in which he referred 
to it in a recent 
speech. The right 
hon, gentleman 
does not hold with 
prize fights or 
matches for 
money, but thinks, 
nevertheless, that 
the art of using 
one's “dooks’ 
should be cultiva- 
ted by every 
healthy young 
Englishman. 
Doubtless the 
Speaker is well at 
home with the 
gloves, aud should 
occasion ever occur 
when the Ser- 
geant-at- Arms is 
unnble to cope 
with unruly mem- 
bers, scientific 
Assistance is not 
far off. By-the-by 
is Mr. Peel a mem- 
ber of the Pelican 
or National Sport- 
ing Club? bec:use, 
if not, why not?) Now thea, Sir Walterand Shifter, speak up, please, 

* 


OWING, doubtless toan overdose of & Unsweetened.” the Eminent, 
in the last issue, referred to Mr. Dickinsonas the host of the “Green 
Dragon,” Fleet Street, whereas Mr. George Warman presides over 
the destinies of that establishment. 

ss? 


* 
IN announcing that for the future, vacancies among the pro- | 


vincial postmen are to be filled preferentially by soldiers belonging 
to the Reserve Force, the new Postmaster-General, Sir James 
Ferguson, has made a capital start. and deserves the thanks of 
the community. In spite of powerful agitation, repeated time after 
time, the old soldiers have been shamefully neglected in the past, 
with the result that in many cases men that have fought and bled 
for their country have been left to starve in the gutter. Under the 
hew conditions their lot is likely to greatly improve. 
* 


* 

Poor Aérated Bread Company's girls! little wonder that you 
look so dowdy, and are so bad tempered and impolite. Now that 
the wages paid you have been 
made public, the feelings of anger 
which <A. SLOPER nourished \ 
against you for your imperfec- 
tions give place to those of pity. 
The mystery why the A.B.C.’s 
girls are all so hopelessly plain is 
bow solved. What bright, pretty, 
attractive girl, compelled to earn 
her own living, would be content 
to drudge from half-past eight in 
the morning to eight at night for 
a paltry eight or ten shillings a 
weck ? None! Beauty commands 
its price, and the possessor of it 
is bound to succeed as a bar, 
chorus, or a ballet girl. 

= 


“ BUSINESS is’ business,” mur- 
mured A. SLOPER, as he started 
decorating the Fleet Street lamp- 
posts with bills announcing the 
mublication of his “CHRISTMAS 
{OLIDAYS” on December 7th. 
Then, as he felt himself caught 
up by two policemen, who had 
been watching his proceedings, 
and hurled into the middle of 
the road, he gently expostulated 
—to himself, of course—against 
the selfishness of an ungrateful public and the hardness of the 
world, as represented by the wood blocks with which the road- 
way in Fleet Street is paved. 


isoued myself.” A doctor was | 


(Saturday, November 21, 1891, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTSs, 


A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 28TH, 1891, 
—o—. 


22nd November, 1819.—Mary Aun Evans, “ George Eliot,” 
was born this day, She died at 4 Cheyne Row, Chelsea, From 
1865 to 1878, she and George Henry Lewes lived at the Priory 
21 North Bank, St, John’s Wood, At that time. almost every day 
they might have been seen in the Regent's Park. “A strange 
couple —she, with a certain sibylline air; he, not unlike some 
unkempt Polish refugee, of vivacious manners, swinging their 
arms as they hurried along at a pace as rapid as their talk.” 


23rd November, 1828.—<A paper of this date states that 
at the Duke of Devonshire's establishment, Chiswick, died a 
remarkably docile and exceedingly well taught elephant. At the 
word of command from his keeper, he would unbolt the door of 
the place in which he was confined, and trot out upon the lawn, to 
the surprise of the spectators ; he would uncork a bottle, drink out 
the water, and then recork the bottle, etc. 


a 

24th November, 1681.—John Evelyn, under this date, suys 
the then Emperor of Russia “condemned his sonn to loose his 
head for shaving off his beard and putting himselfe in the French 
mode at Paris, and that he would have executed it had not the 
French King interceded.” 


25th November, 1699.—This day, the same authority says : 
“There happened this weeke so thick af , that people lost their 
way in the streetes, it being so intense that no light of candles or 
torches yielded any or but very little direction. Robberies were 
committed between the very lights which were fix'd between 
London and Kensington, on both sides, and whilst coaches and 
travellers were passing. At the Thames they beat drums to direct 
the watermen to make the shore.” 


26th November, 1703.—In an awful storm that occurred 
this day, in London alone 800 houses were laid iu ruins, and 2,000 
| stacks of chimneys thrown down. In the country, upwards of 400 

windmills were either blown down or took fire by the violence with 

which their sails were driven round by the wind. In the New 
| Forest 4,000 trees were blown down. 


27th November, 1834.—An action was brought this day 
against the Rev. Robert Taylor, public lecturer, for breach of pro- 
mise of marriage, and a verdict given of £250 damages, 


| ~ 88th November, 1863.—In the Atheneum, of this date, the 
| 


word * Pamphlet” is ascribed to an entirely new source. It is there 
said to be—“The name of a lady, slightly modified, who first 
employed herself in writing pamphlets, who composed a history of 
the then unknown world. in thirty-five little books in Greek, and 
made the public all the wiser by her flying leaves. The lady was 
none other than the sage Pamphyla, whose works, written in the 
reign of Nero, are now lost.” 


THE WAIL OF THE NEWSPAPER BLOCK. 

I STARTED as a ruftian with 
A healthy taste for gore ; 

Then came out as a man who'd lived 
A hundred years or more ; 

A celebrated torger then 
They made me represent ; 

And after that a member of 
The English Parliament. 

In turn I've been an actor and 
A poet and a thief ; 

In fact, the way I'm hacked about 
Is almost past belief, 

I’m such a thorough fraud T can’t 
Refrain from feeling vexed— 

But, there, what troubles me the most 
Is what [ shall be next! 


AN ERRING VETERAN. 

WE have more than once accepted, in all good faith, his own 
statement to the effect that he was a staid and virtuous old gentle- 
man ; our own opinion has rather been that he was a bit—er—well 
—a bit injudicious for a temperance lecturer, though mightily fond 
of giving the rising generation good advice. Occasionally, how- 
ever, the old fellow io forgotten himself, and has “even been 
known to get somewhat muddled when in company with some of 
the younger boys, who literally glory in it, and lose no opportunity 
of roasting the old hypocrite afterwards, The other afternoon, 
when the “splits” had been many, the youths noticed that old 
tired look coming over the veteran's optics, and the funny business 
hegan. Then, the old soker, putting his hund in his pocket for his 
kerchief would be surprised and delighted to withdraw it, held in 
the close embrace of a (purloined) Welsh rarebit ; his ticket pocket 
oP i to overflowing with Worcester sauce—and things of that 
nnd, 

“Ah, well,” he lamented, looking round with a glassy eve at his 
tormentors, “thank goodness no son of mixe will ever turn out like 
you fellows.” ' 

“1 s'pose,” hazarded one, “he's had such an example set him by 
his father. that, at auyrate, he'll know what to avoid,” 

“Ver likely, ver’ likely, to say the least of it, he won't he a 
humbug, [hate humbugs. I've always told him. I've said ‘Rob 
achurch if you like, my lad, but come and tell me afterwards.” | 

* Obviously the advice you would give him—of course you'd 
divide the swag with him?” 
| ‘The old man drained his glass, turned a look of supreme contempt 
upon the crowd, and shutiled out. 


—_——_~>———_ 


1 
THE TURNING OF THE WORM. 
THE prettiest little matron in all Brompton put down Zhe Morn- 
in ae which she had been reading, and, looking across the room, 
asked— 

“ Algy, dear, when do we start for Monte Carlo? Everybody else 
seems to have gone.” a : 
“Well—er—my puss,” he began, cautiously, as he slipped his very 
unhappy settling book back into his pocket, “ the fact is, I've been 
giving the subject some consideration, and I—er—have—I have— 
er——” 

“Settled on some other place?” 

“ Exactly.” 

“Ah, I know—Nice?” a 

“Well, if you put the accent on the i, I hope it may prove 60. 

“Oh, you dear old silly! Where is it to be?” 

“At home, my love—at home; the dearest place on earth, the 
conservatory of our affections, in which bloom the freshest, fairest 
flowers of happiness, contentment and satisfied serenity.” 

“ Bosh, Algernon!" 

“ But, my darling, it is trne; and [ don't see why you want to go 
to a nasty crowded, stutfy, foreign hotel, getting scorched up to no- 
thing on the shores of the Mediterranean, when it’s so much cooler 
and more pleasant at home.” 

“Cooler at home, eh?” 

“* Cooler at home,’ I said.” : 

“Very well, Mr, Algernon Swingdunk M‘Giff—to address you in 
Q proper manner—you insist upon wintering at home after the way 
I've schemed and slaved all the summer for your selfish comfort. 
But go on—go on. Go on making me your slave; but let me tell 
you, before you go any further, that if I stay at home during the 
winter, I'll make it so infernally hot for you, that you'll pray four 
times a day for a cooling breeze, and beg like a whipped hound for 
acold spot on the top of a refrigerator, or a suit of clothes made 
out of palm-leaf fans and sun umbrellas, I am usually a mild, 
quiet, subdued little woman, as you well know, Algernon ; but eveu 
the worm will turn when trodden upon, even the lowly— 3 

“Minnie,” he said, ina meek way, as he metaphorically took his 
foot off the worm, “ we'll go, after all. Get me‘ Bradshaw, darling. 
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Saturday, November 21, 1891.) 


ALLY £LO0PER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


BOOKS AND BOOKIES. 
Certain bookmakers and betting folk have lately been using the free libraries 
tor their business, @vi sume of the librarians propose to “black out” all the 
betting columns from their papers.) 


SS what a bloom’ Treat eee. 


Pe 
iL lores fo wake a book 1. 


Ir you want to 
® make a book ” 
in a cosy sort of 


nook, 

Where nobody 
you little game 
can see ; 

Where ‘tis difficult 
to spot your 
money making 
plot, 

Come and choose 
a local library 
that's free ! 

For, pretending 
there to pore 
over literary 
lore, 

We do our biz. as 
quiet as can be: 

It’s calmer than a 
pub., and _ it's 
cheaper than a 


PRE 
Linas | 


club, 
Is the library so 
easy and so free! 


* * * 
But what is a'l this 
fuss they're di- 
recting nowat wus, 
A-spoiling us from making & s. @.? 
It seems they'll interfere to make us bookies “clear” 
From each cosy local library so free ; 
And one plan that they extols is to “ black out ” all the cols, 
From the papers in which tips for naught we see ; 
Thus thev'd stop us earning “dibs” and waste these cosy cribs 
By chucking us from libraries that’s free ! 


_——_—>___—— 


THE APPLEBY MYSTERY. 

Ir wasa dark and fearsome night—a night well befitted for the 

rpetration of foul and bloody deeds. Heavy clouds sendded 
rapidly across the face of a pale, watery moon, which ever and 
anon shed its ghastly rays upon the solitary figure of Police Con- 
stable QU70, who stood wrapped in thought and the regulation 
cloak at the corner of a lonely lane which skirted the orchard in 
the occupation of the wealthy market gardener, Mr. Appleby. 
Afar in the distance the clocks were tolling the closing hour, and 
to the vivid imagination which Q1470, in common with all other 
membora of the Force, possessed, the drunken remonstrances of 
the self-indulgent ones, as they were pales Pp pavementwards, 
were distinctly audible, But the sounc s—sounds telling of activity 
and life—soon died away, and all was once more still, save for the 
creaking of the orchard trees, as the cold, icy wind swept through 
their rapidly baring branches, Suddenly, seemingly, from the very 
centre of the orchard, 
the Stygian blackness 
was illumined by a long 
bright ray of light, which 
almost. inatantly disap- 
peared, The sudden 
gleam, however, had not 
escaped the watchful eve 
of Q1t70, who, instantly 
scrambled through the 
thick briar hedge, which 
sopirated Mr. Appleby's 
property from the lane, 
tally landing ina foul, 
slimy ditch. The soun 
of footsteps coming 
slowly in his direction 
caused him to hesitate. 
Nearer they came, and 
then slowly passed. Rais- 
ing himself cautiously, 
Q1t70 peered after the re- 
treating figure—a_ thick 
set, pomertut ruffian — 
who bore upon his shoulder a large sack, containing a shapeless 
something, Q1470 hardly dared to think what. 

‘All was silent for few minutes, when suddenly a sound broke 
the stillness, which caused the very blood in the veins of Q1470 to 
conzeal with horror—it was the sound of digging / At this moment, 
the moon broke from a thick bank of clouds, and there, at the foot 
of a blasted oak, was the man who had just passed. He had placed 
the sack—the contents of which Q1470 knew now, alas! only too 
well—upon the ground, and was digging, digging silently—the 
GRAVE. Stealing up from behind Q1470 flung himself suddenly 
upon the villain, ane handcuffed him before he could recover from 
his astonishment. 

“ Murderer ! " he exclaimed, “ 1 have caught you red handed wy 

“What the devil do you mean?” was the ruffian’s answer. 

“Mean? Why, that I have captured you in the act of burying 
your wretched victim, whose cruelly mutilated body lies still bleed- 
ing in that sack.” 

“Oh, does it?” was the cool response. “I was under the im- 
pression that it contained two bushels of filberts, which I intended 
to bury to keep them in good condition for Christmas. My name 
is Appleby. And—yes, thank you, these bracelets are not too 
comfortable ; and now, what do you say toa handful of nuts?” 

—_——— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 21.—SvybLviA DESPARRE. 
No bard his tuneful notes need raise 
Sweet Sylvia's charms to “ puff”: 
7 Mis richest lays would fail to praise 
Iler beauties half enough. 


Compared with Sylvia’s fleece-soft 
cheek, 
The tenderest chicken’s tough : 
Compared with Sylvia's dulcet 
squeak, 
Aolian harps are gruff. 


She's modest as they make 'em. Let 
Some rude and flippant mutt 
Annoy her, and, egozs ! he'll get 
A mighty strong rebuff. 


Yet Sylvia's got one fault alas! 
That makes me “ent up rough”: 

Whene’er an hour with her T pass, 
Sweet Syivia taketh snuff)! 


— 


TOO SHARP. 

“ PRAY watch me carefully, ladies 
and gentlemen,” said the amateur 
conjnrer at the juvenile party ; 
“there is absolutely no deception. 
“Not the slightest,” shouted a 
suarp-eyed your aster ; “TT saw you 
shove the handkerchief up vour 

! sleeve as plain as anything.” Then 
the band played, and the hostess said, all things considered, she 


thonght, perhans musics! chairs would prove more interesting. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


es 
MULHovSE, ALSACE, le 9 Ait, 1891. 
DEAR S1R,—You will receive by post 6«, 6d. for the renewal of 
my snbeere tothe “HALF-HoLIDAY.” At the same time T will 
give you a little information which is known but to tew, viz., that 
your humble servant was the originator of the Saturday half-holi- 
day. [tis about 47 years since, while | was still an apprentice with 
Messrs. Stansfield and Wolfenden, engravers to calico printers, 
Lower Mosley Street, Manchester (the first of the above named being 
my uncle), that I succeeded in persuading them to cede to the 
workmen the two hours that the engravers then worked after dinner 
on Saturdays (from 2to4 P.M.). The other engraving establish- 
ments soon followed the example, the movement gradually spread- 
ing,and ultimately becoming general. Thus commenced the Satur- 
day half-holiday, Believe me, dear sir, your truly, KE. RYDER. 


SLOPER'S “‘JACARIES. 


No. 83.—He Dncaus A DreaM, AND THEREBY GETS AN 
INSIGHT INTO THE VAGARIES OF GAS METERS, 


THE Fossil drew his poniard forth: “ Die, gas-tly villain, die!” 
And the gasman gasped, with latest breath, * The meter cannot lie!” 
The last was he, that gassy man, the last of seventeen men, 
Who seventeen times had dared to beard great SLOPER in his den, 
Presenting each a little bill, in writing fair and neat, 
That charged the Wreck with using just One Thousand cubic feet. 
But ALLY, with a business eye, had gauged his gas, and learned 
That in his home, the quarter through, he but three feet had burned. 
And he had vowed, full sixteen times, that he would never pay 
For any thousand feet of gas, this side the judgment day. 
‘And sixteen times had SLOPER'S shoe a close acquaintance made 
With sixteen men, whoslunk away with gas bill still unpaid. (driven, 
But when the seventeenth man appeared, then, then, to frenzy 
The Fossil drew his poniard forth, and the gasman went to heaven! 
* 


* * * * * 
Then, conscience struck, upon the floor the Mildewed Murderer fell; 
He laughed a wild, delirious laugh, and yelled a manine yell. « 
He raved of gas and gassy things, for gas was on his brain: 
‘A meter now he thought himself, anon he was a main, 
‘And still amain his mania grew, until it came to pass, 
He dreamed that he himself became One Thousand Feet of Gas! 
Within the great gasometer he found himself contined, 
When someone put the pressure on, and something shoved behind. 
Then, through a friendly main close by, he beat a quick retreat, 
But left behind him in his tlight one hundred cubic feet. 
Still, with unbated speed he sped, till, some yards further on, 
He tailward glanced, and found, alas! another hundred gone, 
Which through a branch pipe slick had slid, the office to illumo 
Where “gas consumer” means a man who does not gas consume. 
Still sped the Wreck, eight hundred feet $ eight hundred soon to be 
Reduced to seven, for one shot otf to where, in high degree, 
Around a well = sigs table sat the gas directors, bent 
On driving up the price of gas some nine or ten per cent, 
Another hundred feet they seize to give their spouses light, 
One hundred more to guide their steps in tottering homewerds tight. 
Then SLOPER reached a certain street whose flags were all upturned, 
And pipe-repairers, lighting pipes, another hundred burned. 
Thus unto him there but remained four hundred cubie feet, 
A fourth of which through leaky pipes escaped into the street, 
Three hundred then he ‘gan to count, to see if all were there : 
He found one hundred feet were smoke, one hundred feet were air! 
‘And atill he smiled within himself,—one hundred feet were left: 
He counted up, and found himself of ninety-nine bereft. 
Again himselt he totalled up: the matter did not mend : 
He was but One—a single foot ; then from the other end 
Ile reckoned it. There was but One. The truth did on him fall : 


| Out of the thousand, ninety-nine had ne'er been made at all! 


Then on the ground he stamped his sole remaining foot, and swore 
‘That he—one foot of gas—would pass the gas consumer's door. 

He hied him to the domicile of a newly married pair,— 

‘\ little cot, but lately built: no gas had yet been there. 

‘And, as that one poor paltry foot did through the meter pass, 

The hands revolved, the index showed ONE THOUSAND FEET OF 
@as!! 


TW oOPENCE. 
Post-free, Threepence. 


READY MONDAY, DECEMBER 7th, 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
100 


ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 


AND A CHARMING DANCE, 


THE “FRIV.” GAVOTTE, 


Specially written for this Number by EDWARD SOLOMON, composer 
of * The Nautch Girl,” etc., ete. 
Amongst many other attractions will be found 
A CARTOON, BY W. F. THOMAS, 


A CHRISTMAS GHOST, 


A LARGE DRAWING, BY HAL LUDLOW, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.,” 


AND A DOUBLE PAGE PLATE, BY W. F. THOMAS, 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 


TW oO PENCE. 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, E.c. 


TOPSYWOPS. 

On a chill November evening, while she nestled at my feet, 
To my tiny daughter Topsy wops [told 

Tiny stories.—pretty stories,—of the actions good and sweet 
Lone by fairies in the merry days of old. 

And at times my darling giggled, and at times a tear drop stood 
In her eves: and, once, with eagerness she said, 

“Ts there fairies, daddy, nowadays, to be so kind and good?” 
And | auswered, “ No, the fairies all are dead !” 


When I'd finished,—time flies swiftly in such harmless joys 23 
“Twas the hour for little Topsy wops to go (these,— 
And procure the pint of porter and the humble chunk of cheese 
For our supper,—we are very poor, you know. [ues 
But when seven-year-old came tripping from her errand, you may 
My astonishment on seeing that she led 
At her heels an older maiden ina thin and ragged dress, 
Sobbing, shaking, and with hunger almost dead !” 


Said my prattler to her mother, “She was eryin’ on her knees, 
And she looked so ill, | brought her in to ree {and cheese 

If you'd please—oh ! please—to let her have my milk and bread 
‘Cos I'm sure she’s far more hungrier nor me oy 

Then my wife caressed our darling with a smile and with a tear : 
“Both yourself and this poor creature shall be fed. 

But your dad has told a fib, love: while you live, my little dear, 
It is false to say the fairies all are dead!” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Mem. for Manchester and Salfurd—Cutlers make knives; scuttlers 
use them, 


WHERE are “ precipitated ” letters precipitated from 1—From the | 


(Ma)hatma-sphere, to be sure, 
THE place to which bad boys should be sent—Hin-awitch. 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
A TERRIBLE VENGEANCE. 
(A RoMANCE OF LOVE AND Mosey.) 
CHAPTER 1V.—( Continued. ) 
“4 LADY! ha, ha! I swear by the fragments of my mutilated 


trousers to be revenged. Go to your sealskin jacket and your new 
spring bonnet ; but when you are at your happiest, remember that 


Then he let out. 


there is a sword that is hanging over your head, which will fall and 
knock the stutting out of these geegaws. Know that I will be plot- 
ting for vengeance, and that you will not know the moment when 
my revenge will fall. It will be final.” 

“Oh, George, you said you loved me!" said Mary, falteringly, and 
as if about to faint, “ vet you would do me harm.” 

“T did, and will! You said you loved me.” 

“So 1 did—a little, George.” 

“Prove it!” ; 

“T will, by telling you something to your good, which you do 
not know. If you don't start home now there will be worse in 
store for you. The dog is coming back.” Then he let out. . 


CHAPTER V. : 
SEVEN years have passed since we looked upon the harrowing 
acene described in our last chap- 
ter. Seven volumes of “ ALLY 
SLOPER's HALF - HOLIDAY” 
have seen the light and been 
stored away in the archives of 
the Kingdom. Twenty-eight 
times has quarter day come 
round, with all its cares to the 
tenants and its joys tothe land- 
lord. Seven winters and sum- 
mers have slid past, and still 
there is no appearance of the 
ghastly curse invoked upon the 
heads of the Jones family being 
fulfilled. 

These had been seven happy 
years for the Joneses, The 
crops had been plentiful, and 
the flocks and herds of Jones 
had multiplied exceedingly. 
Jones had every reason to be 
pleased. Mary had turned out 
to be an admirable wife in all 
respects, and, although she had 
tn an alarming liking 
for millinery of an expensive 
le age biel se age 
afford it. Jones had no reason 
to regret his matrimonial specu- 
lation, and, if he thought at all 
- et ged dag he only thought of 

im with scorn, 

Solid comforts. Did Mary regret her choice? 
As a truthful recorder of downright history, we have to confess 
she did not. The solid comforts she enjoyed were admirable con- 
solations for the speculative and sentimental joys she might have 
lost. Her lover had disappeared from the district immediately after 
his denunciation of her Sreertion of him, and had not been seen in 
the vicinity since. Thoughts of his tardy vengeance never crossed 
her mind. 

It was a fair scene to look upon was the Jones family residence. 
As the house of Jones flourished, their taste for the beautiful 
developed, and much culture was suggested in the laying out of 
the grounds which surrounded the mansion. Shady avenues, plots 
gorgeous with lovely flowers and beautifully trimmed shubbery 
were everywhere, It was a scene in which 9 t might dwell, if 
he had a sum in National Converted Stock w ich would be suffi- 
cient to prevent the necessity of his pawning his possessions at 
intervals. 

But this 
scene was 
threatened >) 
with a change. *. 


The district . 

had started an re we 

institute, Seve- a = 

ral individuals eS (TEN 

in bene had j 

borrowed — re- 

spectable suits ? REG 
ce 


of clothes, and, 7~ 


with a clean / +o 
collar, had Cx 
oe 
© 


4 


come downand 
lectured at two 


guineas a lec- 
ture. Oneofthe ___ 
lecturers dealt 
with microbes. 
Microbes dwelt 
everywhere, 
but more par- 
ticularly in 
fective drains. 
It was every- 
one’s duty to 
see that mi- = 
crobes and 
germs and 
other things 
were at once 
stamped out. 
Every disorder, from delirivm tremens down to stomachache, was 
due to the mysterious and all prevailing atom. 

‘As that lecturer that nizht passed the house where the Joneses 
resided, he might have been seen to grin a vindictive amile, but for 
the false whisker and moustache which disguised his identity and 
his smiling apparatus.—( Zo be continued next week.) 
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Dealt with microbes, 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE “FOS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


Sas 


No, 230,—Mnr. Huan J, Dincott, F.O.S. 

“Althongh he cannot by any stretch of imagination be 
terme a cannibal, it is nevertheless a fact that Hugh Didcott 
lives on music hall artistes. This assertion is startling, no 
doubt; but what will our readers say to an individual who 
lived upon his father and mother for fifteen years? Indiy- 
nantly protest against such a monster being allowed to exist, 

rhaps, Well, Dide uit is the gentleman in question, and from 
iis own lips we have it thot the first fifteen years of his life were 
spent under his parents’ roof, where he subscribed not one cent, 
to hisown supp ctor that of his relations, If that was not living 
on his parents, what i¢? Our hero has always been known asa 
promising young man from youth upwards, and many a girl has 
raked in a substantial little sum owing to Hughs habit ot 
breaking the most important and interesting of his little 

romises. With the exception of these few trifling incidents in 

is lifeour friend has had a rather uneventful carcer, for which 
reason (to us confidentially) he has confessed himself heartily 
ashamed; even going so far as to offer to work upa few bloat 
cuntling adventures for our especial benefit. Chietly becanre he 
isthe crack music ball agent, our hero was created FOS, amd 
the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him June Ith, 3397,"" 
—Dehrett Improves 


THE CHRIST SCHOOL BREAD BOY. 
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GOING IN HEAVILY FOR THE COLD WATER CURE. 


“Say, Jugrins, have you been ina railway accident 2?" “ Not 
abitof it,my boy. Just returned from Mr. Bounder’s lecture 
on national disarmament, Must agitate for universal peace 
nowadays, yon know,” 


= ( 


QUITE SUFFICIENT REASON. 


Rose. No, girls, T shall never, never marry. 
Why not, Rose? 


ee 


(1). Pat Room 
respictable be 


liquor ourselves, by the same token,"——— (2). * Bedad. it would be s 
roight if Oi was afther droppin’ this cigar loight down his throat, to arouse him to a during the whole course of me loife. 
better since av his responsibilities,"—-(3). But, as bad luck would have it, Dennis 


DANCING GIRLS. 


No. 21. 
The girl whose programme is always full. 


“Och, Mickey, look at that! Shure ‘tis a rad soight to seca dacent, 
givin’ way to the dhrink the loike o° that way, al dus the worse for 


(s.) 


was full np to the chin with spirits of wine, and th 
hundred ton gun.— (4). “ Begor !" as he remarked after it was all over anc 
n' the spalpane had time to think things over a little bit, “that’s the worst influenzy Oi iver had 
H Shure if Oi snaze once more loike that last 
‘un Of'll be after hurtin’ me intarior more than a little.” Poor Dennis! 


Who require someone to console them. 


Swell. Are these good cigars, waitcr ? 


THREE POOR LITTLE CORPHAKS, 


(Saturday, Ncvember 21, 1891. 


Waiter. Oh, ves, sir, we manufacture them ourselves, 


he light touched him off likes 
1 he hut 


HAT LIFTING. | 


“Ttwonld bea thousand pities for a good tile like 
hislordship's to be spoiled, and it wilt _be sure to 

ve departs. A good idea-— TM just get 
a friend to take care of it for him,” ' 


London: Printed by DauziEL BROTUELS, at thelr Camden Press, High Strect, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “The Sto 


A STRANGE COINCIDENCE. 


Troboscis Monkey (Nasalis Larratus) just added to the Zoolorical 
Society's collection. This monkey is remarkable for the uncouth develop- 
ment of the nose. (Nat. Hist) Very rare. 


4," 99 Shoe Lane, London, E..—Saturday, November 21, 189). 


